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Mayst tkou lor^g, sweet crimson gem,

Richly deck thy native stem;
Till some ev'ning, sober, calm.
Dropping dews, and breathing balm,
While all around the woodland rings.
And ev'ry bird thy requiem sings ;
Thou? amid the dirgeful soundg
Shed thy dying honours round3
And resign to parent earth
The loveliest form she e'er gave birth.
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